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Summary:
“I’m a fucking enigma,” she answers, with a perfectly typical Ashley pout on her lips.

A perfectly typical Andrew smirk pulls at his lips. “Yeah, sure. Okay.”

Notes:
For waddaluvr.
hiya! i ended up working in all three of your prompts, as they were all fabulous. hope you enjoy your gift as much as i enjoyed writing it!

Work Text:
It’s a birthday party. It doesn’t particularly matter which one, but Leyley remembers two numbers on the banner her parents hung on the wall earlier that day, she remembers ice cream cake with the chocolate crumble in the middle, she remembers a folding table laid out with brightly wrapped gifts of varying sizes.

 

She remembers the commotion of a half dozen older boys and girls playing party games and vying for the birthday boy’s attention, because it’s Andy’s birthday, obviously . Hers don’t look anything like this.

 

Which is fine, it’s fine. As long as the boys and girls don’t keep Andy’s attention for too long, as long as he glances back at her sitting in the kitchen mashing two dollies together as part of an ongoing saga between the two that she’s made up in her head, it’s fine.

 

It’s fine until some girl wins pin the tail on the whatever, and Andy places a hand on her back in a brief, celebratory gesture. The girl’s name doesn’t matter. It’s not the dead girl or her best friend– it’s someone that she doesn’t remember ever meeting, which is a problem in and of itself. Is there a reason she doesn’t know her? Does Andy spend a lot of time with her (which feels impossible, considering how much time Leyley spends with him, but there are many hours in a school day)?

 

She spends a moment simply watching. The girl is blonde. Would Leyley look better blonde? Would the bleach under the sink do the trick?

 

To her hair, or the girl. Doesn’t matter.

 

She watches, and considers how forming her body into something that fits by Andy’s side just isn’t as feasible as pressing so hard that the shape of his side molds to fit her instead, and she keeps watching, and

 

“You’re staring so loudly,” Andrew says over a mouthful of food.

 

“What the fuck?” Ashley blinks and looks down at the stir fry. “What are you talking about?” Was it that obvious?

 

Andrew sighs and sets his fork down. It makes a sound against the plate in front of him that makes her tense up. “You just… get a look on your face sometimes. It’s louder than you think.”

 

“I’m a fucking enigma,” she answers, with a perfectly typical Ashley pout on her lips.

 

A perfectly typical Andrew smirk pulls at his lips. “Yeah, sure. Okay.” Can he really read her as easily as that, she wonders? That doesn’t seem very fair, considering she spends every day waiting for his next words to be something along the lines of ‘this has been godawful, and goodbye.’

 

“How’s the food?” she asks, exasperated and looking for something to trip him up in turn.

 

To Andrew’s credit, he doesn’t even get the somber expression on his face anymore. This is just… what they do now. “A little salty.”

 

“Bet you’d like something sweeter. I’ll make blondies next time.”

 

“What… is that even supposed to mean?”

 

“You should know!” Ashley snaps, because, well, he should . If her stares are that loud, it’s just a matter of listening, isn’t it? And Andrew’s clearly not listening!

 

“Oh.” It’s much, much later, now. They’re sleeping in her bed, because it’s cheaper than a motel, and Ashley finds it gratifying, in the sort of messed up way that only a girl who’s sacrificed a few souls to a demonic entity and stir fried a girl that made the mistake of receiving Andy’s affections long, long ago, could only really understand.

 

“Oh?” Ashley’s voice is half asleep, but she squints her eyes open just a sliver to look back at her brother. He’s pinching his fingers together in front of his face, but she can’t quite make out what he’s holding.

 

She blinks a few times. “What’s that, Andrew?”

 

“Hair.”

 

“Ew.”

 

“Was this what the blondie comment was about?”

 

Ashley flushes. Oh, right. “Er… three-oh-two.”

 

It’s Andrew’s time to look over and squint. He flicks the hair to the side. “You lost me again.”

 

“The… woman in 302.” Ashley clears her throat. “Nina. And, this bitch too, I guess. Some men just prefer blondes!”

 

Andrew clears his own throat, but it’s to cover up a chuckle. She knows the difference in sounds. “I’ve… never dated a blonde, Ashley.”

 

“But it’s never worked out with a dark-haired girl!” Heaven only knows why. “Maybe you have a type that you haven’t figured out yet.”

 

There’s a healthy pause before Andrew breathes in through his nose, out through his lips, and then he turns over to probably choke her out for good this time with the way he reaches out hands-first. She sucks in a sharp breath of her own in anticipation…

 

He grabs hold of each wrist instead. On each side of her waist, he places a leg, and the pressure of Andrew leaning his weight on her as he straddles her hips doesn’t feel entirely unlike being choked. The muscles in his throat shift and that knot bobs as he swallows.

 

“What’s your type?”

 

It’s her turn to act like she can’t hear him. “What?”

 

“What’s your type, Ashley?” he repeats, and she feels flames licking at her insides when he says her name.

 

“Green eyes,” she answers, because she’s wide awake now, and she’s staring right into them. “Black hair. Nice smile.”

 

Andrew watches her back, expression so perfectly enigmatic. How does he manage that?

 

“Can never tell what he’s thinking. A-And…” She bites the inside of her cheek. “I want his chest to fit my back.”

 

Another searching look. “Huh.” His grip doesn’t loosen.

 

“What’s your type, Andrew?”

 

“Black hair, to be clear,” he answers easily. “Leading me to an early grave… easy to read, quick to surprise me…” He hums. “I’m not sure if I give a shit about what her back feels like, but great tits is a bonus.”

 

That, right there. Ashley laughs so genuinely that she surprises herself. “You’d be surprised how much it matters if you fit together. Bet you wouldn’t even be able to get off if you were with a girl that didn’t fit.” Andrew smiles, too, and he releases her wrists.

 

“I don’t really get it,” he answers, “why don’t you illuminate me, since you’re the expert on what gets me off now?” Andrew rolls off of her, supporting himself with an elbow as he lays on his side, his other arm outstretched to beckon her close.

 

The pressure lifted off of her lower body doesn’t feel right, so she’s quick to oblige Andrew in this, tucking herself into his chest. As she’s known for a long, long time, she fits perfectly, slotting alongside so closely that she can only assume any closer would grind vertebrae into ribs. He wraps his arms around her, too, as if he’s trying to find a way to make her thoughts reality.

 

Andrew’s nose finds its way to her hair, breathing in every non-blonde non-Julia non-anyone else but her scent there is to breathe. One of his hands snakes up slowly; she suspects that he’s trying to cop a feel of an exquisitely shaped breast, but instead he holds his hand to her heart while his other takes hold of her wrist again. He holds his thumb there to find her pulse.

 

“In,” he murmurs, and she obeys, holding until he finishes, “out.” She obeys again. They do it a few more times before she realizes that he’s breathing in tandem with her, one grotesque, chimeric creature, trying to hold itself together.

 

She gets it, somehow. It’s not about forming him to fit her, nor the other way around. It’s about the amalgamation that they become at night, the creature that hungers so badly it might eat itself one day if its parts aren’t too careful (but what is so world-encompassing and whole than a snake eating its tail?), it’s

 

“Leyley,” he murmurs, and they’re at the birthday party. He reaches a stubby little hand down to a pouting girl holding dolls sporting the worst haircuts imaginable. “Want to blow out the candles with me?”

 

She takes his hand.